CHAPTER 26 
May 6, 2011 
“Ugh... why do the holidays have to end so fast.” 


Justin groaned. Everyone had been out of school for the last three days due to the 
holidays, so none were particularly pleased to be back in school again, even if the 
day was almost over. 


“Well, on the bright side, only one more day till the weekend, right?” 
“At least they were peaceful.” 
“Not at my house it wasn’t.” 


The entirety if the group looked at Justin with a variety of different faces. Yukiko and 
Yu both looked confused as to what Justin had meant by that. Yosuke and Chie on 
the other hand, had interpreted that in another way entirely, or so it seemed from 
the tell tale smirk Yosuke had on his face, and Chie’s beat red face. 


“We were playing Mortal Kombat, Yosuke. So you can stop right there.” 
“Is that what you’re calling it?” 


Justin immediately proceeded to kick Yosuke in his shin, causing him to hobble 
about on one leg as he gripped the other in pain. Chie seemed to have calmed 
down slightly over the explanation, though she still seemed pretty pissed that 
Yosuke had assumed something had happened between the two. | mean, 
technically something DID happen, but not what Yosuke was thinking, and certainly 
not over the holiday. Justin sighed slightly as he watched Yosuke try to keep his 
balance on one leg. He could faintly hear Yukiko whispering to Yu behind him. 


“Does he normally do this?” 
“All the time.” 


Justin couldn’t help but shake his head. What, when Justin kicked someone it was 
outlandish, but when Chie did it, it was a-okay? Double standards are a bitch. Justin 
turned his attention towards Yosuke as he stopped acting like a drama queen and 
put his leg back down on the floor. 


“Ouch! Overkill much! That’s not what | meant by peaceful anyway. | listened in on 

the housewives at Junes, but it doesn’t seem like anything happened. And | haven’t 
heard anything about anyone disappearing suddenly, either. Y’think Yukiko could’ve 
been the last of the victims?” 


It wasn’t a bad question actually. With the frequency of the murders prior to 
Yukiko’s kidnapping, and the good couple week gap since they gang had rescued 


her, it seemed as though there murderer had gone completely off the radar. 
Nothing strange or out of place had happened. One would think that the murderer 
would have gone after another victim by now if they had intended to keep up his or 
her crime spree. And that’s what bothered Justin. It’s been too long since the killer 
had done anything. Either something’s going to go down very soon, or he’s gone 
completely off the chart. They would have no chance of catching the killer based on 
what they know if the latter were true. | don’t think | need to explain why the former 
would be a bad thing either. 


“| don’t know. Something doesn’t seem right.” 


Chie placed her thumb below her bottom lip, as though trying to think. She looked 
like she was about to say something, but it seemed Yukiko had beaten her to the 
punch. 


“| don’t know. But we shouldn’t relax as long as the culprit remains at large.” 


Like Justin could even relax then. He still needed to sort things out with Maya. He 
was almost hoping for another one of his dreams to give him another lead, but alas, 
nothing seemed to come to him. He knew dates, and he knew that Maya had 
promptly run away after whatever happened, but that still didn’t tell him much 
about what went down that week. He’d need to speak to a witness, and as far as he 
knew, Maya and him were the only ones. And potentially whoever they mugged, but 
there was always that possibility it had gone far beyond a simple mugging, 
especially with Maya’s extreme reaction of skipping town. Hell, even if it was a 
simple mugging, Justin had no idea who it was they mugged. 


“| wonder... Will someone show up on TV if it rains again?” 
“Hasn't it rained since then?” 


“A couple of times actually.” Chie pointed out. “I know it was raining Monday after 
we went home from studying.” 


Yosuke had this weird mixture of a smirk and shock on his face. He wasn’t willing to 
go all out on a sexual innuendo, at least, not after what Justin did to his shins, but 
he simply could not believe Justin had studied for anything in his life. 


“Studying?” 
“You want to kick him this time, or should I?” 
“Pleasure’s all yours.” 


And with that Justin kicked Yosuke in the other shin, sending him wobbling around 
again. Justin had half considered video-taping it and putting it on Youtube. It was 
actually sort of amusing watching him try to hold back obscenities while he 


struggled to balance. Of course, Justin didn’t have much time to enjoy the sight as 
Yu tried to fill in for Yosuke as he wobbled about in pain. 


“If only we knew a little more about who the killer might be...” 


Everyone seemed to be pacing back and forth in their minds, In Yosuke’s case, 
literally as well. Yosuke was still holding back screams of pain. It wasn’t even like 
Justin kicked him that hard. What a fucking wuss. Chie eventually spoke up to break 
the silence. 


“Eh, it’s no good fretting over it now. If someone does show up on the midnight 
channel, we’ll deal with it.” 


“Yeah, but what if they don’t? Then the killer’s trail goes cold.” 


Chie bit at the bottom of her lip. She hadn’t really considered it in that light. If they 
actually had any hopes of discovering the killer, the need to herd a sheep to the 
slaughter, a scapegoat that they could get more information off of. She hated to 
admit it, but they needed the killer to kidnap someone else. It was the only way 
they could keep the trail. Chie sighed as she tried to transition the topic away from 
the Midnight Channel. It was important to discuss, but clearly they were at a dead 
end until they got some new information or something else happened. 


“It’s supposed to start raining soon, but | hope this weather holds through next 
week... You know... Midterms...” 


Everyone seemed to groan in complete unison. Justin wasn’t exactly sure why rain 
would be a bad thing during mid-terms. Other than the possibility of someone 
showing up on the Midnight Channel mid-exam week, the patter of the rain against 
the building should keep everyone calm and relaxed. But then, Justin was always a 
rain person, so that might really only apply to himself. 


“Ugh, you had to go and bring that up... | don’t wanna think about it.” 

“Good thing you don’t think. Ever.” 

“Hey, what’s that supposed to mean!” 

“You remember what just happened to your shins? Why do you think that was?” 
“Because you kicked me!” 


“Because you didn’t think before you talked, Yosuke. Just because | kicked you 
doesn’t mean it was my fault.” 


“Dude, that makes it entirely your fault.” 


Justin just shook his head as he turned his attention back towards the rest of the 
gang. He knew arguing with abstracts wasn’t going to get him anywhere; especially 


with Yosuke. | mean, obviously it was Justin’s fault, but not in the same capacity as 
it was Yosuke’s. Chie sighed slightly. At first Justin had thought it was directed 
towards Yosuke and him bickering again, but it turned out it had been in relation to 
studying. 


“| wish | had Yukiko’s gift for studying...” 
“Well, you have me.” 
“You were quoting lyrics the whole time!” 


Justin raised an eyebrow. He knew Chie had no idea that was what he was doing 
when they were actually studying, so she had to have looked that stuff up at some 
point. He just hoped to god that she didn’t stumble on to some of the Dead 
Kennedy’s ‘other material.’ 


“Well they were relevant.” 


Chie just shook her head before turning her attention towards Yosuke. He seemed 
like he wanted to make another jab at Justin at Chie, though he had decided against 
it in favor of keeping his lungs where they were. 


“Hey, Yosuke, why don’t you have Yukiko go over some of the study material with 
you?” 


Yosuke seemed slightly caught off-guard by the comment, as though he hadn’t 
even considered that as a possibility. 


“Hm? Oh, that’s right. Yukiko’s ranked at the top in every exam. Maybe | should ask 
her for some private lessons.” 


...Private lessons? Justin decided to take a subtle glance back Yu’s way. Sure 
enough, he seemed more than a little red in the face. Hell, looking around the room 
it seemed everyone was disgusted with Yosuke in some capacity, Yukiko especially. 


“P-Private lessons!?” 
“Huh? What’s wrong?” 


At that moment Yukiko stepped forward and slapped Yosuke across the face; hard 
from the sounds of it. Seriously, you know those sound-effects they put in action 
movies when some punches someone? That one they make by slapping raw meat 
with a baseball bat? Yeah, that’s what it sounded like. Justin started clapping 
immediately. It was completely out of character for Yukiko, and he absolutely loved 
it. She should act like this more often. Yosuke’s head recoiled, a red hand mark 
clear as day across his face, his mouth wide open with shock, his eyebrows lowered 
in slight anger. Yu seemed more than satisfied with the punishment he had brought 
upon himself. Chie was really the only one indifferent towards the entire situation; 


as though she didn’t really find any pleasure in seeing Yosuke get the shit beat out 
of him. Which was strange given that she beat the crap out of him more than 
anyone else in the room. Yosuke placed his hand against the cheek Yukiko struck 
before speaking up, practically shouting. 


“Ow...! What was that for? I’m just asking you to help me study...” 
Justin saw an opportunity and immediately took it. 
“Study, huh?” 


Sure enough, Yukiko responded by slapping Yosuke a second time. Justin saw it as 
poetic irony; that he had been bashing on him and Chie for studying, and then five 
seconds later was getting the living shit beaten out of him for asking for help 
studying from Yukiko. Yu couldn’t help but laugh. The first time Yosuke had gotten 
slapped upside the face, he had found a sense of justice being served. This time 
around, he found it to be more of a “Justin is totally fucking Yosuke over,” situation. 
Chie gave Justin a gentle kick at the side of his legs. She knew that he knew that 
was going to end with Yosuke getting slapped again. Justin just gave her a shrug 
and a smirk. He really didn’t care; this was ridiculously fun to watch. 


“Ow! Not like that!” 

“Oh, I’m sorry... You were talking about studying...?” 
“Slap him again anyway.” 

“Quiet you!” 


Yosuke looked like he wanted to strangle Justin. He knew damn well that Justin had 
done that on purpose. 


“| thought it might have been an off-color joke. Our inn has had a lot of strange 
visitors lately...” 


“Wow, that’s not pedophilic at all...” 


Yukiko’s face seemed to turn bright red at Justin’s remark. He hadn’t meant that to 
embarrass her. It’s just... Who the hell goes to an inn and hits on a sixteen year old 
girl? Like, seriously. What the shit. 


“If you thought it was a joke, just shrug it off!” 
“Sorry. My hand moved without thinking...” 


“Geez... Thanks a lot, Chie, for bringing up the whole studying thing.” 


Chie’s head recoiled in shock. She hadn’t even been involved in the dispute. Hell, 
she was the only one that wasn’t taking sides during the whole argument. But she 
sure as hell was going to now, and it definitely wasn’t going to be Yosuke’s side. 


“Wh-What did | do!? You’re the one who made it sound creepy and wrong! “Private 
lessons,” huh?” 


“Studying, huh?” 

Justin kicked at Yosuke again, straight in the balls this time. 
“Whoops, foot slipped.” 

“-otherfucker...” 


Everyone looked at each other a little strange. It wasn’t as though Yosuke had never 
sworn before, it’s just they’d never heard him drop an f-bomb before. That was 
usually Justin’s thing. Maybe he was rubbing off on him a little bit. He just wished 
he’d rubbed off on him in a way that didn’t make him socially unacceptable. Yosuke 
could barely speak as he tried to talk over his pain. Justin couldn’t help but chuckle 
as his voice came out an octane or two higher than normal. He always assumed 
that was just a joke they did on television, not something that could actually 
happen. 


“Th-Then it’s mostly my fault!?” 
“Uh, yeah.” 

“I’m siding with Chie on this one.” 
“Dude, you always side with Chie!” 
“Because she’s always right!” 


Chie blushed at the comment. Justin hadn’t intended that as flattery, but it sure as 
hell came out that way. It was true; so far in every argument Chie had been 
involved with she had been right in some capacity. All the same, Justin quickly tried 
to avoid eye-contact with her once he noticed her cheeks turning that pinkish color 
again. There was no way he was letting Yosuke have the satisfaction of seeing them 
swoon over each other like love-struck baboo- 


Holy shit, King Moron was right. Justin was almost disgusted that that man could be 
right about anything; especially anything related to one’s social life. 


“Sure... Whatever you say” Yosuke smirked. 
“Yosuke, do you want to have children when you get older?” 


“Huh? Sure, | guess...” 


“Then | suggest you stop talking.” 


Yosuke paused for a moment, slowly looking down, his pupils wide with dread, his 
bottom lip caught between his teeth. Sure enough, the bottom of Justin’s foot was 
aimed right at his junk again. He slowly backed away from Justin’s kicking range, 
before turning around and making a mad dash for the door. 


He tripped over Chie’s leg on the way there. 


“Why...” He moaned from the floor. He had taken quite a beating in the last five 
minutes alone. Though no one really cared; he brought it on himself. Chie simply 
shook her head at Yosuke before turning her attention back towards the rest of the 


group. 
“So Justin, how are your studies going.” Yukiko spoke up, clearly trying to shift the 
conversation away from Yosuke. 

“| don’t study.” 

“| thought you said you were studying with Chie?” 


Yu raised an eyebrow. Now he was starting to believe Yosuke might have been right 
on the ball as far as that innuendo went. He was going to tell Yu how Chie just 
needed the help, but Chie gave him a slight shake of her head, informing Justin that 
she didn’t want that to be public knowledge. 


“Honestly? | was pretty much going one-Mississippi, two-Mississippi, the entire 
time.” 


Chie sighed. That wasn’t quite how she had expected Justin to deflect the question, 
but it worked none-the-less. Yu simply shrugged. He was having a hard-time 
believing that was the case, but given Chie hadn’t kicked someone yet, and her face 
wasn’t bright red like it normally got when she was embarrassed, Yu decided Justin 
had to be telling the truth. 


“There’s only two more days ‘till exams though.” 
“Jesus, Yu. When did you turn into my mother?” 


Yu had to physically restrain himself from making a dead parent joke. He didn’t 
think it was funny, of course, but Justin was practically asking for it with the way he 
had made that remark. Besides, Justin was usually a good sport when people took 
jabs at him; so long as it didn’t have to do Chie, that is. 


“I’m just saying. You should do SOME studying.” 


“Pfft. Like that’ll change anything.” 


The entire group looked at him, slightly concerned. Not for his well-being or 
anything like that, mind you. It was simply that they had more or less labeled him 
as a Slacker. He never payed-attention in school, and he never studied. Hell, even 
this morning he had spent nearly all class shooting spitballs at the back of King 
Moron’s head. He had actually made a little game of it with Chie. The back of the 
head was worth 3 points, the torso was 2, and everywhere else was 1. There was 
supposed to be a 10 point one if Justin could get him in his teeth, but alas, King 
Moron didn’t turn around long enough for him to squeeze a shot off at them. If 
you’re curious what the final score was, it was 72. That said, most of the group 
assumed Justin was the kind of kid that only barely passed school, not necessarily 
though a lack of knowledge, but a lack of effort. Chie sort of wished she could say 
the same for herself. She tried hard, but even then she barely held a passing grade. 
Heck, even Yosuke got better grades than her. It was degrading as all hell. 


“Oh... | just remembered | need to go help at the inn today.” 
“Hm? Still tourist season?” 
“Yeah...” 


Yukiko seemed mildly upset. Clearly she didn’t enjoy working at the inn, and who 
could blame her? It was pretty much eating away at her social life and her school 
studies. She was just a teenager; she shouldn’t have to deal with those kinds of 
responsibilities. Justin took a glance over Yukiko’s shoulder to see Yosuke finally 
standing back up, before sitting on an empty desk. It’s a wonder the guy could 
stand after the beating he had gotten so far. 


“Alright, see you tomorrow.” Yu added. It came out a bit softer than he normally 
talked, though no one really noticed, what with Yu almost never talking anyway. 
They probably just brushed it off as him being shy. Yukiko gave him a quick nod, as 
she turned towards the door, Chie following close behind. 


“Hey, wait up!” 


It was silent between the three for a brief moment after the two left, though as to 
why was anyone’s guess. It wasn’t like Yukiko or Chie had been contributing much 
to the conversation anyway. The silence was eventually broken by Yosuke speaking 


up. 

“So what’s going on with you and Chie?” 
“You want to hit the floor again?” 

“Oh don’t think | don’t know what happened.” 


“What the hell are you talking about?” 


Justin tried to sound a nonchalant as possibly, and it worked to a certain extent. In 
reality, however, he had a strange mixture of panic and anger going through his 
head. Panicked that Yosuke might know something, and anger that Yu probably 
spilled the beans if that were the case. 


“| was walking by the alleyway when it happened.” Yosuke smirked. 
Justin’s jaw nearly hit the floor. He was!? 

“You what?” 

“AHA! GOTCHA!” 


Justin’s eyes widened as soon as he had caught on. Yosuke hadn’t actually been at 
the alleyway. He had just said that to test the waters. And Justin fell right into his 
traps. Were this any other circumstance, any other conversation, Justin just might 
have shook his hand, acknowledging his victory. But it wasn’t. Justin was absolutely 
mortified. Hell, even Yu seemed more than a little surprised. He probably thought 
he’d be the next victim of Yosuke’s wits. 


“...1’m not following.” Justin choked out, trying to play dumb. 


“Well | just made some bullshit up to see how you'd react. And judging from your 
reaction, I’d say something happened.” Yosuke smirked again. “So tell me, how’d it 
go between you two lovebirds?” 


“| already told you, we’re not--“ 
“Oh | get it... Alleyway, you two lovebirds going at it, no witnesses... Say no more!” 


Justin stood up, practically slamming his palms against the desk, his face beat red 
with rage. Yosuke wasn’t even just connecting the dots anymore; he was being a 
royal ass. Which was EXACTLY the reason he didn’t want Yosuke to know in the first 
place. 


“I'm giving you three seconds head start.” 
“Head start?” 

“Three.” 

“N-Now wait a seco-“ 

“Two.” 

“| was just kidding!” 


“One.” 


And with that Yosuke made a mad dash for the door, desks and papers being flung 
about as he tried to make his escape. 


He didn’t make it. 


